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think of it till all was over, and it was compiled out of memory
(squeezing the poor organ with both hands, to force from it even
the little lively detail that there is). If I invent one thing I'll spoil
its raison d'Stre: and if there are invented conversations, or con-
versations reconstructed after five years, where will it be?
Also, you know, I feel profoundly dejected over it all. It reads
to me inferior to nearly every book which I have found patience
to read .. . and that is many. If it is the best I can do with a pen,
then it's better for me to hump a rifle or spade about: and I fear
it's the best I can write. It went through four versions in the four
years I struggled with it, and I gave it all my nights and days till
I was nearly blind and mad. The failure of it was mainly what
broke my nerve, and sent me into the R.A.F. .. . where I found
six months of full contentment. The Army is a sad substitute.
However I'm off the point.
War and Peace is almost the largest book in the world. I've
carried it whenever I had the transport, and ever wished it longer.
But then Tolstoi was an enormous genius. While I was trying to
write I analysed most of you, and found out, so far as it was within
my fineness to see, what were your tricks of effect, the little re-
serves & omissions which gave you power to convey more than
the print says. But it is hopeless to grapple with Tolstoi. The
man is like yesterday's east wind, which brought tears when you
faced it and numbed you meanwhile.
Your goodness in writing to me with such care shows that you
think (or makes me think that you think) there's some hope in
my writing. Yet the revise I'm going to give The Seven Pillars
in the next ten months can be one of detail only: for the adventure
is dead in me: and I think it is the only thing I'll ever try to write.
The Army is a great assoiler . . . and my two years of it has nearly
cured me of the desire to work gratuitously. This means 'without
self-satisfaction or money': the first I only get out of hot speed on
a motor-bike. The second I never get. My own writing has
brought me in eleven pounds since 1914. A scruple (absurd in
view of the obliquity of the whole movement) prevented my
taking pay while I was East: and prevents my taking profits on
any part of the record of the adventure. I can make a little trans-
lating foreign novels: but it's not much, and painful work. The